THE SWORDMAKER’S SON. 

{A Story of the VearyoA. D.) 


By William O. Stoddard. 


[Begun in the November number. \ 

Chapter V. 

WINE FOR THE FEAST. 

There were half a dozen men in the fore¬ 
most group of the new-comers, and others were 
not far behind them. All were in their best 
array, in honor of the wedding. They were 
strongly made, brawmy, resolute-looking men, 
of the somewhat peculiar Galilean type, with 
faces bronzed by the sun and hands hardened 
by toil. There was no need for Lois to point 
out to Cyril the one of whom she had been 
speaking. 

Somewhat in advance of the rest walked one 
who was speaking to a vigorous, fiery-eyed 
man, who strode along at his side. Could this 
really be the heir of David and of Solomon, this 
simply dressed and quiet Galilean ? 

Whether or not Cyril had begun to form ex¬ 
pectations of a different kind, this was the man 
of whom Nathanael had spoken to Ben Nassur. 
He wore no crown, no sword, no jewels; and 
Cyril had not supposed that he would. But 
there was about him no sign of soldiership, or 
leadership, or of authority. 

Is no captain,” thought Cyril, sadly; 
he is no wamor; he seems no greater than 
other men! ” 

The boy had a sense of disappointment, so 
little cause for enthusiasm or hope did this man 
from Capernaum seem to bring with him. He 
should have been verj' different, if he were 
mdeed to be a king. 

Nevertheless, Cyril could not turn his eyes 
away, although they failed to keep an accurate 
^cture which he could afterward remember, 
e was sure, indeed, that this man, while no 
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taller than others, was of at least full height, 
broad-shouldered, muscular, with the firm, easy 
step and movement which belong to men of 
perfect form and unimpaired strength. He was 
as erect as a pine, and his sashed tunic and 
flowing robe, not different from others around 
him, befitted him well. Cyril took note of even 
his hair and beard; but if the boy also tried to 
tell the color of the eyes, he could not do so, 
for his own sank before them, and he had a cu¬ 
rious sensation of being looked through rather 
than looked at; and yet his heart beat high and 
fast for a moment. 

“ Lois,” he whispered. 

“ Hush! ” she answered softly. “ Mary is 
about to speak to him.” 

The party from Capernaum had halted at 
the well, and Mary stood in front of her son, 
looking up at him with an expression that 
seemed to be partly doubt and partly expecta¬ 
tion. Before a word was said by either of 
them, Lois whispered to Cyril: 

“ Look! just see how he loves her! ” 

“ Hush! — listen,” said Cyril — for at that 
moment the lips of Mary parted. 

Her heart was full of the grave disaster which 
threatened the wedding-feast, and behind her 
stood Hannah, the bridegroom’s mother and 
Mary’s friend and kinswoman. 

“They have no wine! ” said Mary. 

“ Why does she tell him ? ” whispered Lois; 
and something of the same idea was expressed 
in the answer of Jesus. A different spirit, 
nevertheless, was manifest in the kindly manner 
and smile with which he replied. “ Woman, 
what have I to do with thee? Mine hour is 
not yet come.” 

Mary must have understood her son’s mean¬ 
ing better than others did or could, for she at 
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once turned to those who stood by the well. 
Among them were servants of Ben Nassur, and 
she said to these: 

“ Whatsoever he saith unto you, do it.” 

Will he send them for wine ? ” thought Lois. 
“ I heard Raphael say there w^as none to be 
had in Cana. He may send even to Nazareth.” 
And Cyril exclaimed aloud: “ I ’ll go with them.” 


But at that moment the man Cyril felt so 
ready to obey pointed to the great jars by the 
well and said: 

“ Fill the water-pots with water.” 

'lad been many ceremonial washings 
that day, as the guests of the wedding came and 

by the well. The water-pots were thereforf 


nearly empty, and it would require much draw¬ 
ing to fill them. 

“ This must be done before he sends for the 
wine,” said Lois. “ His mother knows he has 
some.” 

“ Or she certainly would not have asked him 
to provide some for the feast,” said Cyril, lean¬ 
ing over to lift his full bucket from the well. 

There was even 
some haste and a 
kind of excitement 
among those whose 
ready hands were 
drawing and pouring; 
and in a few minutes 
more the sunshine 
sparkled upon brim¬ 
ming fullness in the 
last of the six jars. 

“ Now we are to 
go for the wine,” said 
Cyril. 

“ They can't drink 
water at a wedding- 
feast,” thought Lois. 

There was a startled 
look upon every face 
around her, as she 
glanced from one to 
another, for the next 
command was: 

“ Draw out, now, 
and bear to the gov¬ 
ernor of the feast” 
Cyril could not ac¬ 
count for the tremor 
he felt as he dipped 
a pitcher into a water- 
pot, filled it, and lifted 
it, and stepped away 
toward the house. 

“ Water, for the gov¬ 
ernor of the feast ? ” he thought. “ Water, to 
Ben Nassur himself? Does he mean to mock 
the rabbi, because there is no wine ? ” 

Still, he could hardly help looking into the 
pitcher in his hands. Just behind him was 
Lois. Suddenly she heard her brother ex¬ 
claim : “ It is wine ! Lois, my pitcher is full 
of wine! Let me see yours.” 
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Down came her pitcher, and the two were 
placed side by side. 

“ Oh, Cyril! ” said Lois, “ it is wine! Was 
that what Jesus meant ? ” 

“It must be,” said Cyril, in a low voice. Then, 
after a pause, “ We must carry it in. Come 1 ” 
Behind them followed the line of servants. 
In a moment more the two tall, slender pitch¬ 
ers were deposited before Isaac Ben Nassur, 
at the head of the table. It was his duty, as 
ruler of the feast, to critically taste each new 
supply of refreshments provided, and now he 
quickly filled a drinking-vessel, for a hint of the 
threatened scarcity had reached him. 

Cyril and Lois, and behind them the ser¬ 
vants of the house, with Mary and Hannah 
and several others, gazed expectantly upon the 
face of the rabbi, waiting for his opinion. A 
little distance from him, at his right, pale and 
red by turns with anxiety, stood his son, the 
bridegroom. To him Ben Nassur turned, well 
pleased and radiant, but still somewhat judicial, 
as became the ruler of the feast, and remarked: 

“Every man, at the beginning, doth set 
forth good wine, and when they have well 
drunk, then that which is worse; but thou hast 
kept the good wine until now.” 

So it was said by all. It was as if it had 
been recently pressed from the best grapes of 
the vintage. 

Cyril! exclaimed Lois, as they hurried 
out, so awed that they were almost frightened. 

It was water, and it became wine 1 ” 

“ What will the people say ? ” said Cyril. “ I 

wish I dared to ask him if he is to be our 
king.” 

Chapter VI. 

CAPERNAUM. 

JiOW great was the won¬ 
der of the guests who 
V ^ 'W drank the good wine 

^ at the marriage-feast 

I I when they learned that 

\^ the pitchers must have 

been filled from the well 
in frontof Ben Nassur’s 
house. 

e rabbi himself had not been among 
those who stood at the well. He had only 
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seen the wine brought to him in pitchers. 
But Mary and Hannah, the men who came 
with Jesus, the house-servants, and a few 
others, well knew the water had been changed 
into wine. 

Cyril and Lois had no opportunity to discuss 
the matter until late that evening. 

A sleeping-place, even for Lois, had to be 
found at the house of a neighbor; and the best 
that could be done for Cyril was to give him 
the freedom of the flat roof of Isaac’s own 
home. 

It was no hardship to sleep there, during a 
warm night. Cyril and his sister went up to 
the roof while yet the sounds of merriment, 
the music, and the singing, came up from the 
marriage-festival below. 

It was a beautiful night, and the roof was 
cool and quiet. 

Cyril came up first, and he stood at a cor¬ 
ner leaning over the stone parapet, when Lois 
Joined him. 

“ I cannot be mistaken,” said Cyril, as if 
thinking aloud. “ I poured the water into that 
jar, and I saw it was wine when I took it out 
in my pitcher, and carried it into the house to 
Ben Nassur. All the servants saw that there 
was water in the pitchers first, and afterward 
there was wine.” 

“ It is true. So it was in mine,” said Lois, 
who had come to his side. “They all go to 
Capernaum to-morrow. Jesus of Nazareth 
means to live there. His mother will, too, for 
a while. Then she returns to her own house, 
at Nazareth. I wish I could live with her.” 

“ I would like to know what sort of work I 
can find to do while I am there,” exclaimed 
Cyril. 

“ I know what I am going to do, I think,” 
said Lois. “ There is a woman named Abigail 
the tallith-maker, who lives there. Some of 
the women at the wedding told me she wants 
a girl who knows something of the trade to 
work for her. I learned needle-work while I 
was staying in Samaria.” 

“Thou didst very good work,” said Cyril. 

“ There is more to do in Capernaum than there 
is here. I ’ll find some work.” 

“ Most of the people are fishing-folk,” said 
Lois. “ The lake is full of fish.” 
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“ Somerimes little is taken, they say,” replied 
Cyril. “ But I must try it. I long to see 
Jesus of Nazareth, and he will be there. What 
did he luean by the words he said to his mother 
—‘ Mine hour is not yet come ’ ? ” 

“ I do not know; I did not understand them. 
I mean to be with her, part of the time, 
while she remains there,” replied Lois. “ I go 
to Capernaum, to-morrow, with her and her 
friends.” 

“ I am glad,” said Cyril, “ I will go, too. 
Jesus is to stay in Cana, for a day or two, but 
I ’ll come.” 

Lois bade her brother good-night, and Cyril 
was alone upon the roof. 

“ I wish father could see this man, Jesus of 
Nazareth,” the boy said to himself. “ Father 
is an experienced old soldier, and has been a 
captain. He would know what the people 
might expect of him.” 

Ezra the Swordmaker had studied carefully, 
and had talked with his son about the ways 
and means for collecting, equipping, and arm¬ 
ing a force of patriotic Jews such as might, at 
some future day, drive out the Romans and de¬ 
stroy the power of Herod. 

At last Cyril went to sleep, but when he 
awoke, in the morning, his head was still full of 
the arrangements for his proposed journey from 
Cana to Capernaum. 

Lois also was making ready, and both Rabbi 
Isaac and his wife were entirely satisfied with 
the plans of their young relatives. There 
would be more room in the somewhat over¬ 
crowded house in Cana. As for the transfer 
of Mary’s residence from Nazareth to Caper¬ 
naum, for a season, such temporary removals 
were not at all uncommon among the Jewish 
people. 


Only two days later, and while yet the w 
ding festivities continued in the house of Iss 
Cyril and Lois reached Capernaum. Their li 
baggage was carried by one donkey, while 1 
rode another, and the hire of these anin 
made the first large draft upon the money C 
had received from his father. 

The direct distance from Cana was o 
about twelve miles, but the road so wo. 
among hills as to make it longer. Both brot 
and sister felt they had never before seen 


beautiful a country, and when at last they came 
out in sight of Chinnereth, or the Sea of Gali¬ 
lee, they understood why the rabbis declared: 
“ God made seven seas in the land of Canaan, 
but chose for himself only one — the Sea of 
Galilee.” 

The lake itself was beautiful, and the shores 
were lined with cities, larger or smaller, or with 
palaces whose grounds and gardens came down 
to the water’s edge. Capernaum was a well- 
built and prosperous place at some distance 
from the shore, but there were no buildings 
along the beach near it; only boat-wharves, 
here and there, little more than mere landing- 
places in the little bays which indented the 
long, curving shore-line. 

The region was a kind of fisherman’s paradise; 
and around it was also a rich farming country, 
with a climate so mild that even figs and grapes 
ripened during ten months of the year, and the 
fruits of temperate and tropical regions grew 
luxuriantly, side by side. The population was 
dense, and it was a continual marvel that the 
lake was not fished out, so numerous were the 
fishermen and so heavy were the catches. All 
the country around furnished them a market, and 
Cyril was assured that he would find enough 
to do, but that his wages would barely support 
him; so that he was glad when Lois was 
kindly welcomed by Abigail the tallith-maker. 
This woman made other garments worn by the 
people among whom she lived, and it was of 
importance to her that the brother of her new 
assistant was a youth whose training under so 
good a smith as Ezra enabled him to mend 
her needles of all sizes. No doubt even 
the very smallest of them would seem both 
coarse and clumsy to the eyes of a modem 
seamstress. 

Cyril, from the hour of his coming, was full of 
the idea which had brought him to Capernaum; 
and it may have been his eagerness to see and 
hear Jesus of Nazareth which brought him into 
acquaintance with Simon and Andrew, and 
several other men. Soon after his arrival he 
told Lois: 

“The people around the lake know more 
about Jesus than is known at Nazareth. 
teaches and preaches here and all come to 
hear him. They believe about the turning of 
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water into wine more readily than some of 
those who saw the water drawn and carried 
into the house.” 

Lois could hardly have told how happy she 
was. She was not conscious that she had ever 
been at all afraid of so wise and learned a man 
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would think of them whenever she saw Jesus or 
heard him teach. 

Cyril had thoughts and dreams of his own 
very different from hers, for his spirit 4vas be¬ 
coming more and more warlike. He saw that 
Jesus had been making himself well known in 



as Rabbi Ben Nassur, but she felt more at ease 
now she was not near him. Besides, during 
several weeks she was often with Mary and 
^er son. She sat at her work in the quiet 
ouse dreaming over the stories that were told 
er of the carpenter’s son. Some of them went 
ack to the very cradle of Jesus, and this, as 
ois now knew, had been a manger in a cattle- 
stable, in Bethlehem of Judea. 

None of these stories had been written down, 
at Lois learned them all by heart, and she 

(To be c 


IK WAV TO CAI’EKNAUM. 

many places, and would soon be widely talked 
of. It was the right thing to do, if he was ever 
to raise an army among the Galileans. So 
Cyril considered it his own duty to seize upon 
every opportunity for studying, as his father 
had bidden him, the fortifications of the towns 
and cities near the lake, and for witnessing mil¬ 
itary parades and marches, and for examining 
weapons of all sorts and whatever else could be 
made use of in w'ar—in the w'ar of Jews against 
Romans, in which he hoped to be a soldier. 

ttinued ,) 
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